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Essay #1

“Insanity is Merely a Perspective of One”


Locked away, I roomed with a man with a sick mind. Neither of us was allowed to leave, by order of state laws, and together we were trapped. His mind was a jumble, wanted for the crime of harming a human being. I was confined, with this chaotic and dangerous man, for a similar crime: Attempting to hurt a human being.


Amidst puberty, I was a rather depressed individual. Due to the ignorance and naiveté of youth, I felt that any given negative emotion was representative of the world around me. This was enforced by the mere fact that everywhere I looked, the news, fellow classmates, my parents, and the city life all I saw was war, bullies beating up those smaller than them, domestic assault, and dense criminal activity. The world was perpetual chaos, and I was one to assume entropy was an unstoppable force and the world was doomed to simply be a corrupt cesspool of “evil”.

The pressures of life stifled my positive outlook on everything, and there was no sanctuary. Between gangs and the presence of weapons, drugs, and alcohol school was in no way a safe haven. Home often saw the occurrence of argument, violence, and no solitude from the hellhole of reality. I had no friends to seek shelter with either, as that would mean trying to 
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befriend one of the many dangerous individuals in my hometown. A significant other was no good, as they were equally corrupt, lying, cheating, and stealing to get what they wanted from their lover or lovers.


Death… At first a frightful concept, it was suddenly a very interesting, though inevitable, thing to think about. Death… Is it a true end to your existence? I thought of this often, pondering what happens in the grand finale of everyone’s life. Death… Was it even an ending? The questions rang, but one thing was clear. Death meant you no longer could influence and interact, neither positively nor negatively, in this material world. Of that much, I was certain. And in a world like this, wouldn’t death be logical? It would mean better regulation of good and bad people.


Or it could be the very sanctuary my young mind needed to escape from the never-ending land of rotting civilization.


I contemplated killing myself. I had not yet seen anything about the world for it to hold anything of remote promise. Nothing but a constant decline of good things, as fate decided to display all at once the grim reality of life, and how horrible it is. Was it worth the energy to live? Do the positives of life outweigh the negatives? From what I saw, there were no positives, at least not anymore. And with no clear indication of any light to be shown, I confessed to the closest thing I had to a friend (A naïve little girl that presumed to consider herself my “best friend”) that life wasn’t worth living to me.

She blabbed, she cried, and she had my ass sent to the school psychologist. Little of worth happened there. My fate was already decided by state laws before I even walked into that fancy office… I was officially classed as “suicidal” and sent off to a mental ward until further 
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notice. There was nothing I could say that could let me off at that point, short of lying. And lying would only contribute to the chaos I hated so much, so of course I couldn’t be a hypocrite. I sang like a canary about all my dark thoughts and idea.


The ward frightened me. The place was made to appear as civilized and sterilized as possible. And to a young pre-teen who was only used to dirtied school corridors with little promise of being kept and a messy house to return to daily that desperately needed vacuuming, the cleanliness was scary in that it was so foreign. The floors shined, the florescent light rods all beamed flawlessly, each one functioning brightly without even the slightest “flicker” you tend to see in some places.


There I was told that wanting to die was wrong. There I was told that the escape of death had no value and could only bring more pain to the world. There, the words fell upon deaf ears… I was already convinced, by my own logic, that the pains of life were too great to live through. Why were these people telling me that death was worse? These people clearly never died before. These people were clearly blind to the truth that only I could see. These people were stupid and did not understand how bad the world was.

And so it was there, I was locked away. My roommate; a man of a similar crime, he was admitted for trying to kill himself, except in his case, he came close to success. I talked with him, to learn and to find at least one person in the world to agree with me, to finally find one other individual that saw the truths I saw, and wouldn’t force me to live a life of dread by demanding I actually sit through it. He spoke to me, he agreed. But what he had to say, it changed things for me.
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From my roommate to the other inmates here at this ward, I saw the true nature of insanity. My roommate had no problems in his life. A decent loving family, a higher class of school, and an entire posse of friends that looked out for him, and committed him in the ward out of sheer worry. He tried to electrocute himself, just because he was too “lazy” to live through the rest of his life. He proceeded to excuse his actions as being a case of a chemical imbalance in his brain, he wasn’t in his right mind, but didn’t care to correct it.


What was this? The one human being to agree with me wasn’t mentally able to think straight. His mind was a horrible mess, and he was the only one to share my views. Something was dreadfully wrong, and I was in denial. Could my mind be jumbled? No, it can’t be. I was always perceptive of things… Wasn’t I?

They were all crazy, and they all agreed with me for all the wrong reasons. Some crazies told me that all people deserved to die for being so ugly, others told me that the world was horrible because there was so much racial acceptance, and one even told me that he wanted to die because pedophilia was illegal…


I came to a startling realization that I was there because my perceptions conveyed to my rationale the same thing that an insane fool with no amount of empathy or awareness would conclude. No, I wasn’t insane, I did not belong here. And there had to be something wrong with me and my evaluations if the only ones to agree were the reality challenged.


It was a learning experience that I will hold with me for the rest of my life. While locked up, the doctors tried evaluating me; they tried giving me drugs, and demanded that I remain calm as I was held against my will. They were trying to help but they couldn’t. The true individuals 
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that helped me were those not even sane enough to comprehend the world beyond themselves. I needed that.

With my newfound insight, I passed every examination on my mental, emotional, and cognitive capabilities. I left with a prescription drug that I never took, because I was not the same as the crazies I roomed with.


The first normal day I had since then, I walked into school. I noticed that the gang violence was no longer as prevalent and appeared close to a non-issue. The criminal activity in the city; not something growing and permeating all life, but something being fought with determination by the enforcers of our government. My parents fought, but only as a means to attain a greater good for themselves and our family.


So what happened to the old depressing reality I lived in? I guess there are bigger fish to fry in the universe than the small world a young 14 year old child is exposed to. I just needed to see it.

